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"I never loved any but thee, my Queen,
And in spite of my Sainted Mother, No dowry I'll ask save one sweet smile, And   through   all   the ilong   years   without   any
guile I'll love thee and never another.
"The buffalo's dead and Kola's too fat,"
And again he caught sight of the ruby. "You thought you could chisel a trusting maid, But you've burnt your fingers, I'm afraid, You silly old Dunce of a Booby!
"But I'll forgive you, Larki, my boy,
And so let byegones be. And let us again be lovers fond, And send for the priests to hallow the bond
Uniting you and me.
" But I'll have no drinking, not a drop,
And, mayhap you'll think it funny, Should your bride bring a dowry after all, She will not bestow it, however small, Till after the ceremony."
XII
Ho, minstrels! beat the throbbing drum 1
And bang the jangling cymbal I Ho, singers I open wide your throats I Ho, dancers ! dance to the roaring notes
In your mazy dances nimble I